ON 


Mr. ABRAHAM COWLEY 


His Death, and Burial amongſt the 
Ancient Poets, 


By the Honourable $11 Job Denb aun. 


- ———— —_— —————— _——_—_— _ _— — 


Ld ( bancer,like the morning Star, 


1 o us diſcovers day from tar, 


{iS toht-thoſe Mitts and Clouds diloly d, 


\J h:co our dark Nation long lwvoiy d; 
Bi h- deſcending to the ſhades, 
Larkneſs again the Age invades. 

Next {like Atrora) Spencer roſe, 
Whole purple bluſh the day forethews ; 
1hecther three, with bis own fires, 
Pbubus, the Poets God, inſpires; 

By Shakeſpear, Fobnſon, Fletcher's lines, 
Our Stages luſtre Reme's outthines : 
Theſe Poets neer our Princes ſleep, 
And mm one Crave their Manſion keep : 
i hey livdto lee lo many days, 
7illtime had blaſted all their Bays: 

But curled he the tatal hour 


Thar pluckt the faireſt, | weeteſt flower 
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(2) 
That in the Muſes Garden grew, 


And amongſt wither'd Lawrels threw. 


Time,which made them their Fame outlive, 


To (Cowley ſcarce did ripeneſs give. 
Old Mother Wit,and Nature gave 
Shakeſpear and Fletcher all they have; 


In Spencer, andin Fohn/on, Art, 
Of ſlower Nature got the ſtart ; 
But both in him fo equal are, (ſhare; 


None knows which bears the happy ſt 


Tohinno Author was unknown, 
I Yet what he wrote wasall his own; 
. | | He melted not the ancient Gold, 
b L Nor with Ben Johnſon did make bold 
To plunder all the Roman ſtores 
; 4 | | Of Poets, and of Orators: 
Horace his wit, and Virg1il's ſtate, 
He did not ſteal, but emulate, 
And when he would like them appear, 


Their Garb,but not their Cloaths,did wear: 


He not from Rome alone, but Greece, 
Like Faſon brought the Golden Fleece, 
Tohim that Language (though to none 


Of th' others) as his own was known. 


On 


(3) 
On a ſtitk gale(as Flaccus ſings) — 
The T heban Swan extends his wings, 
When through the xcherialClouds he flies, 
To theſame pitch our Swan doth rile ; 
i.) Pindars flights by him re reacht, 
 Whenon that oale his wi n2s are {tretcht . 
Tis fancy and his judgment ſuch, 
1c in the other ſeem'd too muc!), 
His levere judgment ( giving Law) 
His modeſt fancy kept in awe : 
As rigid Husbands jealous are, 
When they believe their Wives too fair, 
His Engenih itream 10 pure did to, 


As all that ſaw, and taſted, know, 


dy. 


But for his Latin vein, lo clear, 
Strong, full, and high it doth appear, #**/=* 
That were immortal / ret] here, 

Him, for his judge, he would not fear; 

Of that great Portraicture, ſo true 

A Copy Pencil never drew. 

My M aſe her Song had ended here, 

But both their Geni! trait appear, 

Joy andamazement her 1d ſtrike, 


Two Twins ſhe never lay ſo like ; 


Such 


(4) 


Such areſemblance of all parts, 


Lite, Death, Age, Fortune, Nature, Arts, 


Thea lights her Torch at theirs, to tell; 
And ihew the world this Parallel, 

Fixt and contemplative cheir looks, 

Still turning over Natures Books : 

Thew works chatt, moral, and divine, | 
\Where protit and delight combine ; 

They gwlding dirt, 1 noble verle 

Ruttick Philoſophy rehearle ; 

Nor did their actions fall belnnd 

Their words, but with hkc candour ihind, 
Buh by two gan=rane Princes KO 

\\ ho knew, and ju Jo 'd what they approv'd 
Yet having eaci the ſame deſire, 

Both fron the buſte throng retire: 


Their Bodies to their Minds reſign'd, 


| Card not to propagate their Kind : 


Yet though both fell before their hour, 


T 1c on their oit-fpring hath no power, 


Nor fire,nor tare their Bays (hall blaſt, 


Nor |}cath s gark vail their day 0 recalt. 


| | 1d Anrwtd 15.74 Ros t Fil: watige 
London, Printed fi 11 Hlerrinem An, al the Blew Anchor 
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